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PREFACE. 

I SEND forth my little volume without 
shelter. In all probability it will never want 
one. Sharp-eyed critics will never let fly their 
arrows at anything so small and unpretending, 
and kind ones would always rather praise than 
blame. 

At any rate, I am content that my 
" Chimes " should pass unnoticed amid the full 
choir of noontide song, if only in the dark 
shades of sickness and sorrow they may fall 
pleasantly on the ear, whispering thoughts of 
comfort and hope to the heart of a fellow- 
traveller. 

F. S. COLQUHOUN, 

Nie F. S. FULLER-MAITLAND. 
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RHYMES AND CHIMES, 



HYMN. 

Fragment left by Henry Kirke- White, 1806, completed 
by F. S. Fuller-Maitland, 1827. 

Much in sorrow, oft in woe, 
Onward Christians, onward go ! 
Fight the fight, and worn with strife, 
Steep in tears the bread of life. 

Onward Christians, onward go! 
Join the war, and face the foe ; 
Faint not! much doth yet remain. 
Dreary is the long campaign. 
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RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

Shrink not, Christians ! Will ye yield ? 
Will ye quit the painful field ? 

H. K. W. 

Will ye flee in danger's hour? 
Know ye not your Captain's power ? 



Let your drooping hearts be glad ; 
March, in heavenly armour clad ; 
Fight, nor think the battle long; 
Victory soon shall tune your song. 



Let not sorrow dim your eye, 
Soon shall every tear be dry. 
Let not fears your course impede, 
Great your strength, if great your need. 
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"HYMN. 

Onward then to battle move, 
More than conquerors ye shall prove ; 
Though opposed by many a foe, 
Christian soldiers, onward go ! 
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THE TRUE MESSAGE. 

I SEE the plain, the hill, the vale, 
Spread with a flowVet fair and pale, 
And this its one, its ceaseless tale — 

** Forget-me-not." 

But ah ! my heart 1 who can it be 
That speaks so loud, yet tenderly. 
And cries at every turn to thee — 

" Forget-me-not " ? 

Is it some loved, long-parted friend, 
Who here his footsteps may not bend, 
Yet would to thee this message send — 

" Forget-me-not " ? 
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THE TRUE MESSAGE, \ 

Oh no! Though distant far away, 

My thoughts recall thee, night and day, 

Friend of my soul, thou need'st not say, 

" Forget-me-not." 

Is it the hope of early years. 
Cherished so long, but nursed in tears, 
Say, does she whisper 'mid thy fears, 

" Forget-me-not " ? 

Oh no! Fond hope! More blest were I 

To fix my only hope on high ; 

Hark! they are accents from the sky — 

" Forget-Me-not." 

Lord! be Thy words no longer vain. 
And while these flowers bestrew the plain, 
My heart shall echo back the strain, 

" Forget-me-not." 
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6 RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

Should joy, to me so rare a flower, 
Entwine her wreaths around my bower, 
Lord ! in that bright but dangerous hour, 

*' Forget-me-not." 

And oh ! Should sorrows long and deep, 

In their cold dews my bosom steep, 

Then Thou ! who see*st Thy children weep, 

" Forget-me-not." 

Park Place, 
Henley-on-Thames. 
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TO THE REV. S. RICKARDS, 

RECTOR OF STOWLANGTOFT. 
With a pair of Bands for his Cassock. 1832. 

Thou wilt not chide me that I bring 

No rare nor costly offering; 

Thou art too kind to make me fear 

Love's smallest proof unwelcome here ; 
-Nor dread I that my lay should be, 

Though rude or tuneless, scorned by thee. 
For thou hast praised the simplest strain 
And made me bold to sing again ! 

I may not tell what much I feel, 

My friend's most magic power to heal. 
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8 RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

For he has cheered a lonely heart, 
And bid its thoughts of care depart, 
Recalled the streak of life's young day, 
Chasing all later clouds away. 

How on the Day of Holy Rest, 
Of all bright days the brightest, best, 
My spirit cold and sad, hath caught 
Gladness from truths thy lips have taught. 
And felt indeed, how well I may. 
Bless and improve each future day. 
But oh! when far my steps are led, 
Another path than thine to tread, 
Another voice than thine to hear. 
My heart must dwell on scenes so dear ; 
There needs no more to mind me oft, 
Of the lone tower of Stowlangtoft. 
And thou, as on each sacred morn. 
These bands thy priestly robe adorn. 
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TO THE REV. S, RICKARDS. 9 

While bending there the suppliant knee. 
Let one petition rise for me ! 
I ask no other meed than this, 
Thou wilt not say I ask amiss. 

Stowlangtoft Hall. 
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ENIGMA FOR THE REV. S. R 

In the heavens how fair and how beauteous 

my form. 
Would you know my expression } See yonder 

fair face. 
For strength I am famed when I challenge the 

storm, 
And I give to the mitre its finishing Grace.* 

* Arc/i. 
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THE JESSAMINE SPRAY IN OCTOBER 
TO MRS. R. 

As I walked in the garden last evening alone, 
The wind blowing roughly, and clouded the sky, 
It seemed that the garlands of Summer were 

gone, 
And Autumn was heaving her sisterly sigh. 

Returning, I passed by the jessamine bower, 
Its flowers had all drooped, as I thought, long 

ago, 
But one was reserved for this desolate hour, 
As fair and as sweet as the Summer could 

show. 
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12 RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

" Then the Summer is not over," all gaily I said ; 
" No sigh for her garlands my bosom shall fill ; 
For if many that once bloomed so freshly 

are fled, 
Thy beauty, sweet Jess'mine, looks lovelier 

still." 

I thought as I plucked it, of many a day, 
When Pleasure I deemed would revisit me 

never. 
When I thought the leaves fallen from every 

spray, 
And the blossoms of life at least faded for 

ever! 

And just in that desolate hour have I found 
Some friend that I knew not, kind, loving, 
and true ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE JESSAMINE SPRAY. 13 

Fresh hopes and fresh flowers seem springing 

around, 
And the Summer is not over, I whisper to you. 

Ah ! Little they think, these frail children 

of Heaven, 
What charms the meek heart in their beauty 

can see; 
And some who may guess not the joys they 

have given, 
Are yet like this jessamine flower to me. 
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CAN LOVE BE LOST? 

Can Love be lost ? 
Ah ! think it not— ^ 
It may be wounded, wasted, crost — 
Concealed, forgot. 

But holy Love, 
A thing divine — 
Among those golden orbs above 
Shall surely shine. 

Was thy love lost, 
Mary of Bethany ? 
The traitor Judas grudged the cost — 
Christ praiseth thee. 
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CAN LOVE BE LOST? 15 

The loving deed 
Of ages past, 
Is gathered up, as precious seed 
O'er waters cast 

Lost for long days, 
It shall be found, 
In forms of beauty, life, and praise. 
On holier ground. 
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AUTUMN SONG. 

Mine be the robin's song, cheerful and clear, 
Brave heart and strong, though the storm- 
drift be near ; 
Mine the Arbutus, when Summer friends go, 
Fair bells to hang out, and red berries to 
show. 

Bright things in evil times — dearer to me 
Than the sweet songs and garlands of Summer 

days be; 
Bright things in dark times, sweet tokens are 

they 
Of a Faith and a Beauty that pass not away. 
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HERRING FISHERS' SONG. 

First voice: 

Breakers ahead! 

Brpther, go warily; 
Sunlight has fled — 

There's a murky sky — 
Brother, go warily, warily. 

Second voice: 

A freshening gale! 

Brother, sing cheerily — 
Hoist every sail. 

And make for the bay — 
Brother, sing cheerily, cheerily, 

C 
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iS RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

Both voices: 

Keep off the breakers ! 
Go warily, cheerily — 

Fear not the clouds, 

But look well to the shrouds- 
Brothers, go warily, cheerily. 

Isle of Mull. 
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ANSWER TO A POETIC LETTER FROM 
SIR A. DUNBAR. 

NEW YEAR, 1839. 

Well done, my friend ! your merry rhyme 
Extorts from me some answering chime, 
You've sent good wishes and good jokes, 
And travellers' tales to home-bound folks ; 
You've braved the winds, and stemmed the 

tide, 
While I still sing "my ain fireside!" 
But smoothly glide our days along, 
Nor furnish food for tale or song — 
Wishes indeed we always send 
At New Year's tide, to bless a friend. 
And when a joke is good, and new, 
Can laugh as heartily as you ! 

C 2 
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20 RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

We scarce need tell how these glad days 
Have kindled bright our Christmas blaze. 
That blither looks our household cheer. 
To welcome in the new-bom year — 
Our board, with " olive-branches " round, 
Gayer than mess^ with goblets crowned ; 
While hind and menial, all must share 
Holiday garb and savoury fare. 

How Gysart boys, with curious antic, 
Come round for pence, in dress fantastic, 
And poor daft Johnnie intercedes 
For a new book — nor vainly pleads. 
Then each, well pleased, is sent away, 
With cake, or plum, or picture gay. 
All this, my friend can well supply. 
By Memory, or by Fancy's eye. 
For such things have not yet departed 
From our dear land, still generous-hearted. 
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ANSWER TO A POETIC LETTER. 21 

Well ! New Year dawned, and in its train 
High gusts of wind, and showers of rain, 
Yet gleams of sunshine shot between, 
Meet emblem of life's varying scene; 
So must our mirth be mixed with reason, 
And thoughts befitting well the season. 
Now to this end away we hied. 
Together climbed the steep hill-side 
For many a mile to stand and gaze 
On three grey towers of former days. 
Oh! many a tale those castles told 
Of festive scenes in times of old ; 
That banquet-hall and ample hearth 
Witnessed our sires* more boisterous mirth, 
With dance, and song, and roundelay, 
They wiled their New Year's tide away ; 
While throned in hospitable state. 
Some border chieftain proudly sate. 
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22 RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

Ah ! there's a lesson, Man, for thee, 
His castle stands — ^but where is he? 

Our minds in thoughtful mould they cast, 
Thoughts of the future and the past, 
Of scenes so transient, joys so poor! 
Of hopes enduring, solid, sure ! 
To tell these thoughts boots not my rhyme, 
Nor will I longer steal your time ; 
I ask no guerdon for my pains, 
Deserve no praise, and need no gains ; 
I may not speak of harp, or lyre, 
Of magic muse, or minstrel-fire — 
Only a Highland Piper, I ! 
My pipes are broke, good friend, good-bye ! 
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EPITAPH ON "CIGAR." 

A favourite Pointer. (Spoken by J. C.) 

" We've climbed the rocky hills, and trod the 

heather, 
And many a twelfth of August have we spent 

together ; 
At length thy foot grew weary, age its only 

clog, 
And here thou art at rest, my poor old dog ! " 
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TO THE REV. S. RICKARDS. 

STOWLANGTOFT HALL. (1833.) 

Again the earth's fair flowers are fled, 
Again the wood's green leaf is dead. 
And Autumn sighs again for them, 
Or wails her mournful requiem. 

Again I catch my wild harp's tone. 
Murmuring amid the breezes' moan ; 
Silent through Summer months it lay, 
When all around was bright and gay. 
Hushed was it then, a tuneless lyre. 
Listening the songs of Nature's choir ; 
But now again its strings are moving, 
As if the very sadness loving. 
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TO THE REV. S. RICKARDS, 25 

Again to these glad sceaes I come, 
Where once I found almost a home; 
Again, amid these halls of ease, 
The voice of mirth has power to please; 
Again yon tower's inviting bell 
Of purest joys the heart may tell. 
And there, within that hallowed fane. 
My spirit is refreshed again. 

Again, my friend, to thee I bring 
My small, but sacred offering ; 
Again to other scenes I go, — 
My future path I little know ; 
Bright it may be, if Heaven incline, 
But oh! perchance far off from thine — 
Again, I say, if far or near. 
This heart forgets not scenes so dear ; 
Again I ask one prayer from thee. 
And bid thee thus remember me. 
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THE SPIRIT OF GLENCROE. 

Written at Arroquhar for J. C, on his narrating the story as 
recorded in The Moor and the Loch, 



The heather-bell was blooming fair, 
And gaily waved the yellow broom, 

And many a wild-flower bright and rare 
Lent to the breeze its choice perfume. 

But lonely, lonely was the scene, 

Grirai rose the heights of dark Glencroe, 

And though the sunbeam smiled between, 
They scarce returned a kindlier glow. 

Above me frowned the jutting rock. 
The wimpling burn beside me played — 

Around me stared the mountain flock, 

And ask'd "who dared their rights invade?** 
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THE SPIRIT OF GLENCROE. 27 

A whistle strikes my startled ear, 

A pipe of shrillest, wildest tone, 
But human footstep, far or near, 

None could I see, — I stood alone. 

Still and anon, with every breeze, 

I caught that sound so strangely wild, 

And who may tell what visions please 
The wayward mood of Fancy's child. 

Oft I returned, when skies were fair, 

To ply my fisher's task below, 
And long the viewless tenant there, 

I named the Spirit of Glencroe. 

Once more this thrilling sound I heard. 
As far I climbed the misty hill ; 

Then past me flew a little bird, 

With that same note, so wild and shrill. 
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28 RHYMES AND CHIMES, 

Spirit I deemed it long, and still 
With its white breast and airy form, 

It sat like Spirit of the Hill 

Above the cloud, and mist, and storm. 

There is a stone which marks Glencroe 
To weary travellers known the best; 

It bids them, ere they further go. 
Tarry a while by Lochan-Rest. 

Hast thoii no message, herald lone. 
Perched on thy lofty turret-brow ? 

" Rest and be thankful,'' says the stone — 
Bird of the rocks, what sayest thouf 

" Rest for the weary " — rest for men, 

Through Earth's dark pass worn wanderers 
they; 

Rest is the Spirit of our Glen, 

But ah ! that rest is far away ! 
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THE SPIRIT OF GLENCROE, 29 

'Tis far away — 'tis far away; 

Above my watch-tower lift your eyes ; 
Rest, weary wanderers, rest ye may. 

But rest not till ye reach the skies! 
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HYMN. 

Awake, my harp ! awake, my lute ! 

To praise the Lord, my King! 
Let none in heaven or earth be mute — 
Wake up, my heart, and sing ! 
Alas ! alas ! I cannot praise 

In worthy notes, my King, 
Till He Himself the joyful lays 
Teach my poor heart to sing. 

I hear a song — 'tis always new — 
They sing it round the Throne ; 

Would I could learn that music too, 
And make their strains my own ! 
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HYMN. 31 

Tis not the song that angels sing, 
That were not meet for me; 

The Lamb of God, my Saviour-King, 
His love my theme must be. 

Redeeming love ! Oh, wondrous grace 

That set the captives fr^e ! 

A captive I. He found a place 

Beside His Throne for me. 

Then wake and sing ! What ! Silent 
still? . 
Oh, Holy Ghost Divine, 
Com^ Thou, with songs of rapture fill 
Even this poor heart of mine. 

At page 57 is the melody for which this hymn was written. 
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TO MY MARY AT SEVENTEEN. 

They say thou art like me, my little maid, 

But I deem it not all true, 
Thou art the sunshine, and I the shade. 

With a sunbeam but straying through. 

Thine is the light of a cloudless spring. 
All glowing with smiles and flowers, — 

Rainbow and storm were struggling 
Ev'n in my earliest hours. 

My child ! thou hast hardly learned to weep, 

In thy few gladsome years, — 
But I, I have ever had thoughts to steep 

In the hidden fountain of tears. 
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TO MY MARY AT SEVENTEEN. 33 

I do not wish thee, my pleasant child, 

To walk in sober grey, 
God grant thee still thy spirits wild. 

And keep the clouds away ! 

But may He be Himself thy Sun, 

And may thy gladness be 
The joy of Heaven on earth begun. 

To increase eternally. 
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WHAT IS THIS NOISY WORLD TO ME? 

What is this noisy world to me? 
Scarce can it claim a smile or tear ; 
My far-off Home — the home I see, — 
Its angel-songs the songs I hear. 

Nay, busy heart, lie still, lie still, 
Now let thy foolish throbbings cease ; 
Be mine to do the Father's will. 
And His to give me perfect peace. 

Salt, bitter tears ! And fall they yet ? 
What power has earth to grieve me so ? 
For happier worlds my sails are set, 
My course is forward — forward go. 
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WHAT IS THIS NOISY WORLD TO ME? 35 

But when I reach the Heavenly glory, 
I may look back on Time's rough sea ; 
And then Til tell the sweet long story, 
Of all my Lord has done for me. 
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ON THE FIRST LEAF OF THE 
FAMILY BIBLE. 

With joy I trace this record here, 

Record of love and hope; 
Ne*er have we viewed with boding tear 

Our children's horoscope. 

Children of sin and sorrow, true ; 

But oh ! to Faith 'tis given. 
To see them heirs of Glory too, 

The new-born heirs of Heaven. 

This hallowed page the truth reveals 

For such did Jesus die ; 
And this our humble promise seals. 

To train them for the sky. 
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ON THE FIRST LEAF OF THE FAMILY BIBLE. 37 

Begone, begone then, Doubt and Fear, 
No gloomy shadows cast. 
Hope! shine o'er every future year. 
And Memory! bless the Past. 
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TO MISS SOPHIA HOPE, LONG 
CONFINED TO THE SOFA. 

There is a light about thine eye, 
Of more than mortal brilliancy ; 
A little spark of hope divine. 
Kindles that fragile form of thine. 
And tells, that all thy lonely years 
Pass not away in sighs and tears ; 
That through the ills so meekly taken, 
Thou art not by Thy God forsaken ; 
That angel spirits watch beside thee, 
That they with heavenly food provide thee ; 
That oft on their unwearied wing, 
Leaves from the Tree of Life they bring, 
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TO MISS SOPHIA HOPE. 39 

And keep thy faith, and trim thy love, 
From their rich reservoirs above. 
Oh ! happy sufferer ! greatly blest. 
These are but foretastes of thy rest ! 
And we, less freed from earthly dross, 
Who shrink beneath our lighter cross, 
Learn as we gaze, and pray to be 
Strengthened by Him who strengthens thee! 
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COMING AND GOING. 

Going wheels! Going wheels! 

They grind into the soul ; 
For oh! the deepest nerve-string feels 

How heavily they roll. 

Coming wheels ! Coming wheels ! 

Nothing their progress stay ! 
Now Mother at her window kneels, — 

" Heaven speed their homeward way ! " 

They come and go — ^go and come, 

Like waves upon the shore, 
But once within our Father's Home, 

They shall go out no more. 
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COMING AND GOING. 41 

Chariot wheels ! Chariot wheels ! 

I catch the sound afar; 
Now on a sleeping world it steals 

Beneath the Morning Star. 

Chariot wheels ! Chariot wheels ! 

Thy golden clouds they cleave — 
The Anthem of Creation peals, 

And the great mountains heave. 

Lord of Life ! Lord of Life ! 

Thy chariot wheels I hear. 
Oh ! scoffing age ! With portents rife — 

He must — He must be near. 
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HYMN. 
Isaiah xli. lo ; xliii. 2. 

Fear thou not, for I am with thee, 

Be thou not dismayed — 
I will strengthen, I will help thee, 

Be not thou afraid. 

Where I lead, if thou wilt follow. 

Trust My word of old — 
Stormy winds within the hollow 

Of My hand I hold. 

Faithful, thou hast ever found me, 

All thy way along ; 
Angel-guards keep watch around thee, 

" Twenty thousand " strong ! 
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HYMN. 43 

When thou passest through the fire 

.1 am with thee there; 
Kindling flames, should they rise higher. 
Shall not singe thy hair. 

When thou passest through the waters 

I am at thy side; 
If thy trembling footstep falters. 

See, the waves divide ! 

Should the swelling floods alarm thee 

While / hold thy hand ? 
Poor tired wanderer ! nought can harm thee 

— Thou hast reached the land. 
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THE BRIGHT CITY. 

(Edinburgh illuminated on the occasion of the Prince of Wales' 
Marriage, loth March, 1863.) 

They say weVe cold, we Northern people, 

Ay, but we can be warm; 
What mean those bells from every steeple ? 

What means yon gathering swarm ? 

What mean the hundred streamers waving ? 

The far-lit crimson blaze ? 
Poor infants held — all danger braving, 

Above the crowd to gaze ? 

The nation rises to rejoice — 

We will, we must be gay, 
To hail with one triumphant voice 

Our own great Wedding-day ! 
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THE BRIGHT CITY. 45 

All inner griefs are cast away, 

Some festal garb to borrow, 
Even those who smiled not yesterday, 

And will not smile to-morrow. 

Edina shows her castelled heights 

(The very sky must glow), 
All dazzling with their fairy lights, 

Above, around, below ! 

Her thousands walk, in quiet pride, 

Their city's pomp to see. 
And blessings on the Royal Bride 

They breathe right loyally. 

But look where stands yon starry dome,* 

In calm and steady light, 
Telling of splendours yet to come — 

Of streets more purely bright. 
* St. George's Church. 
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46 RHYMES AND CHIMES, 

For thee, dear Sovereign ! If we search, 

In vain thy smile to see ; 
Thy tears are sacred, and the Church 

Shall lift her voice for thee. 

And so we kneel, and so we crown 

Our joy of joys this day ; 
Ten thousand blessings call we down 

On thee and thine for aye ! 
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ON OUR FAMILY PHOTOGRAPH 
GROUP, 

Taken just before one of the sister's marriages, i6th Oct., 1873. 

They are all together here ! 

Though scattered far and wide 
Is now that pleasant group so dear, 

That once stood side by side. 

What is that wedding-bell ? 

A '' tolling-ht\V' said I, 
Of fondly-cherished joys the knell, 

And sweet young days gone by? 

No, though the chimes of Earth 

May fall upon the ear. 
With more of sadness than of mirth — 

Another bell I hear. 
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48 RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

At the great Marriage Feast 

I see my parted band, 
All, from the first-born to the least, 

Once more together stand. 

Your dazzling robes put on, 
Guests of the King of kings ! 

While for the bridal of His Son 
Her peal Creation rings. 

And since the ear of Faith 
Hath caught that Jubilee, 

The drowsy, heavy bells of Death 
Are marriage chimes to me! 
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NOVEMBER MUSINGS. 

" Oh, Earth ! Thy berries are scant and few, 

Thy withered leaves are more ; 
Each well-known, well-loved spot they strew — 

But the pleasant fruits are o'er. 

" Oh, Earth ! Thy shallow streams run dry, 
And brackish are those that flow; 

And when for thy promised wells I sigh. 
They mock me wherever I go. 

" Oh, Earth ! But thy sunny lights are few, 
Thy shadows are long and deep ; 

And methinks that the showers of nightly dew 
Might be gathered from eyes that weep." 

£ 
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50 RHYMES AND CHIMES. 

— So Spake a heart, in its sorrow and sin, 

At the close of life's sultry day. 
Till the Holy One whispered a word within, 

That chased those sad musings away. 

He said, " No cherished hopes of thine 

Are quickened except they die ; 
But faint thou not — hear the promise Divine, 

Thou shalt bring in thy sheaves by and by." 

Then He showed me a pure and crystal river, 
Which followed the pathway I trod — 

And He said that its waters could fail me never, 
For they made glad the city of God. 

Earth's darkest shadows were faithless fears. 
Let these to the winds be given — 

And often the dew-drops of human tears 
Are, like Hermon's, the blessing from Heaven. 
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NOVEMBER MUSINGS. 51 

" Oh, stay, sweet Comforter, stay with me, 
Leave me not, leave me never, I pray ! 

I can follow on, waiting and hoping, with Thee — 
But Thou must not vanish away." 

" Lo, I am with you alway ! " He said, 
As He took my hand, and smiled — 

The bitterness then from my bosom fled, 
And I walk as a quiet child. 
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GARDEN OR MOUNTAIN ?— LAKE OR 
FOUNTAIN ? 

I LOVE not much the tulip gay. 

Nor dahlias in their proud array; 

I'd rather breathe the mountain air. 
And seek the gentle wild-flowers th^re. 

The Lake shows fair — a while I gaze — 

But 'tis not there my spirit stays ; 
Lead me to yonder lonely rill 
That foams and gurgles through the hill. 

'Tis not the full and merry choir 

Of noontide song that I desire, 

But the soft moonbeam's purer light. 
And the one bird that cheers the night. 
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HYMN. 

Saviour ! I do not hear Thy voice 
Saviour ! I may not see Thy face ; 
Yet dost Thou bid my heart rejoice, 
Nor tread Thy way with weary pace. 

Up to the hills I lift my eyes, 
But wreaths of mist lie floating there; 
Must I not long for clearer skies, 
A warmer sun, a purer air ? 

Thou bidst me bear my humble part 
With yon redeemed and tearless band; 
But can an exile's heavy heart 
Sing the Lord's song in this strange land ? 
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54 RHYMES AND CHIMES, 

Look down, look down, Thou glorious One 
Break thro' those dreary clouds and shine; 
Warm this cold earth, Thou brighter Sun, 
With golden radiance all Divine! 

Speak to me, Lord, for Thou art nigh ; 
Speak, and Thy child shall hear Thy voice. — 
No more my lyre hangs idly by, 
A soft wind sweeps the strings — Rejoice! 
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ISAIAH II. io~i8. 

High on Thy throne. Eternal Lord, my King 

Holy and Just ! 
While prostrate lies each proud created thing 

Low in the dust. 

First from those seraph courts, the rebel crew 

His arm must thrust. 
Their forfeited and tarnished crowns they threw 

Down to the dust. 

Sweet Eden ! 'mid thy blissful bowers there rose 

One baneful lust; 
For man would be as God. Then forth he goes 

Back to his dust. 
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56 RHYMES AND CHIMES, 

Yet still upon God's earth, unscathed, I. see 

High things unjust; 
The glorious morning dawn when these shall be 

Scattered as dust. 

Soon, soon the Son of God returns to reign — 

For reign He must; 
Then every lofty tower and idol fane 

Crumbles to dust. 

And oh ! my God ! if in this heart there be 

One hope or trust, 
One rising wish that will not bow to Thee, 

Lay it in dust. 
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ANCIENT MELODY OF THE R. C CHURCH, 
Written for Hymuy page 31. 
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King; Let none in Heaven or Earth bft mute, Wake up my heart and 
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King, Till HeHim-self,tliejoy-fullays,Teachmypoarheartto sing. 
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